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Summary:
Andrew tries to be normal while spending 30 minutes away from Ashley.

Notes:
This takes place during that part in chapter 2 where Andrew checks out the cult without Ashley.

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
You really should go follow that cultist guy. After all, your last demon encounter turned out pretty well, considering how unslit your throats are, so maybe you’ll get another lifesaving trinket or something. You can’t deny your curiosity about this cult either, especially given that demons happen to be real.

On the other hand, you would be leaving Ashley alone with a killer on the loose. (You’d also be alone too, for the first time in months.) With Ashley, there’s a lot to worry about when leaving her unsupervised too, soooo…

A little more time together can’t hurt, right?

Ashley notices your reluctance to leave, which finally gets you moving like you said you would. You’re trying to be normal, remember?

…

Anyway, one quick jaunt to the alley later, you arrive just in time to miss the elevator. 

Of course you did. Maybe you should’ve just put a lid on your affection like you keep telling yourself you need to. Then, you might not have missed it.

No point in crying over spilt milk now though, so you put that thought out of your mind and march on over to the elevator to call it back. 

Unfortunately, all you get is a prompt for a three digit passcode. Looks like your little adventure ends here, unless you want to sit here and try all 1000 combinations. You don’t think Ashley has the patience to wait for that long.

Unless… Surely it wouldn’t be that obvious?

 

Well, it is that obvious, and 666 unlocks the elevator.

“Of course.” you say out loud, to absolutely no one. Right, Ashley’s not here.

“(I don’t know why I even entertained the idea of it being anything else)”, you finish, in your thoughts this time. Somehow, you don’t think it's as witty now. 

… 

A short trip down, back up, then back down again, and you’re finally inside, for real this time, without two annoying gatekeepers hovering over you. You’re free to take a look around.

The first thing you notice are two carts, stacked high with delicious looking cakes. Ashley would probably like a slice, you think to yourself.

You’d grab some, but you don’t have any way to carry it, which is too bad, because you think she’d really, really love it.

In your head, you can see her reaction. The way she’d beam at you, the way she would treasure the slice just because it was a gift from you. You know she’d eat the whole thing, even if it tasted like crap, just to treasure it more. The thought makes you feel all warm and fuzzy inside, a feeling that’s quite rare to come by these days, considering your circumstances.

Suddenly, the bell rings, signaling the arrival of the elevator, which cuts your fantasizing daydreaming short. You quickly duck behind a corner.

…

You reach the main ritual room at last, and settle down to watch the cultists fail to summon a demon.

You’re filled with a strange sense of pride in Ashley, when you compare their relative demon summoning successes. These guys, with their money, their big cult, their fancy clothes, and their fancier cakes can’t hold a candle to your Ashley.

Well, you already knew that, even before Ashley summoned a demon on her first try.

If she were here, you’d pat her on the head for being such a helpful sister, at least when it comes to demons. She’s not here, so you make a mental note to do it when you get back. She’d definitely let you, and it would probably be pretty satisfying for both of you. 

 

Not that you’re interested at all, but you idly wonder if she would let you go further.

You definitely are not interested in wrapping her up in a big hug, nor in running your fingers through her soft hair. You don’t want to hold her hand, kiss her cheek, or kiss any other part of her.

You do not hope for nightmares so that you have an excuse to share a bed with her, either. When it happens, you don’t enjoy the warmth of her body against your own, nor do you revel in the feeling that she is always with you, even in the dead of night.

You have certainly never thought of grabbing that choker of hers, caressing her exposed neck, and leaving your own mark on it. Of slowly moving down her body, leaving your marks all along the way.

You have never once desired to ____ your sister.

…

Enough of that.

You are normal, and you do not think or hope for that kind of weird shit. You are normal, and you are capable of living a normal life. You are normal, and you have a normal relationship with your sister. You are normal.



Maybe if you say it enough, it will become true.

…

You’re so preoccupied with your normal thoughts you don’t notice the cult leader heading your way. He sees you, so you make up some excuse as to why you aren’t dressed like everybody else. Thankfully, he buys it and leaves.

You think you’ve satisfied your curiosity enough to justify leaving as well, which is good, because you’re in a bit of a hurry to get back. There’s a variety of reasons, but one stands out as the strongest.

You miss Ashley.